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had given me, and took the notes I had drawn that morning
in their place. This was a piece of foolish ostentation. 1
was anxious to prove that the marchese's money was nothing
to me, for I had plenty besides.
Zenobia just then brought me my ruffles. I was fool
enough to suggest that she should send her tailor packing
and live with me. Luckily she was not such a fool as to
imagine I meant what I said.
I found madame in bed. After I sat down beside her I
inquired tenderly after her health, and complained of the
cold.
cAre you not going out?' she said. 'You have your robe
de chambre on, and your hair is not done?'
'I would rather stay with you, if I may/
'Will you sacrifice your gambling to me this evening ?'
'Willingly. I have already lost heavily, and I don't want
to lose the money the marchese has just handed me for the
dress you would not accept from my hand.3
'It would be a pity to lose such a sum.5
'It will not be lost, for I intend to give it to you. But I
feel very chilly. May I shut the door?"
'No; I prefer it open.3
'Then I will say good-bye, madame. I am going back to
my nice warm fire.'
'You are a very bad man; but you can stay, you amuse
me.5
I stayed, but—was it because I remembered the bought
dress, or was it because I remembered the fair Zenobia, the
tailor's betrothed, who had been busy mending my linen?
Be it as it may, the beautiful Spaniard found me insensible
to her fascinations.
How deeply she was mortified only a woman could say,
and I did not behave generously.
'It is not my fault, madame, if your charms have so little
power over me. Here are fifteen thousand francs to console
you/ So saying I laid them down on the table and left her.

